FCOMPIETE . 




VCftS! GIRLS! J 

'SEND NOW! GET THIS 

MAGIC SHOW 

//% WONDERFUL TRICKS 
IU and ILLUSIONS^ I EC" ; 



including I mm f/^r 

j necessary apparatus and I p(clule 
J all instructions. I tu , tram i 

CROCKER Bl 



AIL UN TRICKS tASY TO DO! 

Great ma.nicinn.-- say that the best tricks are usually the 
easiest ones to perform' These ten tricks and illusions have 
been assembled for you by a nationally -known magician 
(whose name we are not permitted to reveal'!. All ten tricks 
have been especially s^ka/ted so that they are easy. .to per- 
form. Remember — vou set- the necessary apparatus and all 
•ith the SW? ' . '- .' f 



HERE'S HOW TO GET 
YOUR MAGIC SHOW! 

It's easy! Just go to your grocer 
and get the BETTY CROCKER 
BREAKFAST TRAY' That"* the 



•.I IPoplo i: 



ke the 



9 : 

,r "1 

10 : 



HINDU BOOMERANGS! (Amai 
llusioil! Vou i.e.- iipi)fircol!v Me 
h Mid plastic!) 

BOX! (You cover l.hla 
handbtf ' " 

— it'sgor 



s! Where' 





of TEN individual 



,..s of y 



r fa\ 



t big e 



.ugh P 



Each 



serving, and the 
WHEA TIES . ..fouroTCMEERIOS 
. . . and two of KIX! On (tie bottom 
of the BETTY CROCKER ' 
BREAKFAST TRAY, you will 
notice :. small pwlarv of BETTY 
CROCKER. " 



nd's 



tether 



itl, (!,.- 
Your 



•nly 15 
plete set of 10 Magii 
Illusions will be mailed to you tm- 
medialcly! And you'll be all ready to 
put on your own MAGIC SHOW! 
General Mills, Inc., Minneapolis, Minn. 



MAIL THIS COUPON TOD A Yi ' 

General Mills, Inc. 

Dept. 230. Minneapolis, Minn. | 

Please send my complete Magic Show at once' . 

I am enclosing a pj<; koc rut from I 

the bottom of the Betty Crocker Breakfast Tray— I 

and 15 cents. {Offer closes March 15, 1947) , 

My name is 



DON WINSLOW 
OF THE NAVY 

A Fawcctl Pubiicntian 




fownsend Co., 
MEMBER AUDIT BUHEAU OF CIRCULATION 
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WANT TO BE A 

champion 
dancer? 



Famous Dance Man Arthur Murray 
Show* You How In Whealtes 
New Library of Sportf Book 




member of your gan! 



t a popular 
ingiseasy. 
danced be- 



fore) c 

of Arthur Murray 

Tow tancfe yourgalf. No partner is 
needed for preliminary lessons. All you 
need is a copy of Arthur Murray's new 
44- page book. 



phonograpn or radio. Especially posed 
pictures and two-color dance diagrams 
help make learning easy. 
All the bail* Insf ruction y*» h#*«l 

to step out confidently on any dance 
floor is your Murray -Wheaties book. 
There's a special section on dance floor 
etiquette that will help you feel"«t 
home and at ease. Plus a valuable list 
of "Dance Don'ts" that will head off 
made bv most beginners. 
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HERE'S THE BEST CHANCE IN THE WORLD to start 
getting Mechanix Illustrated right away. Mechanix 
Illustrated is a GREAT magazine — from cover to 
cover because every page is* packed with 
NEW things I 



Mechanix Illustrated features the latest 
airplanes — and wonderful 
model planes you can 
build yourself ! 

Don't miss Mechanix Illustrated if you're interested in 
wood working, photography, radio and shop crafts. 

Don't wait! Mail this coupon with 1 dollar— now.' 
. . . and save money! Start getting your copies of 
Mechanix Illustrated . . . don't miss one of the 
exciting issues. g ******»» % 
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f&prrjghfc Fa»c*n PubUcatkffii. Inc. 
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BEYOND ALL DUTY 



Of every kind and creed 
They are heroes of the sea, 
Brave deeds and stout hearts 
Recordlhe warrior's history! 

FROM THE DECK of the 
wallowing William Tyler 
Page land, sea and sky 
crowded together in a wild 
confusion. Fighter planes 
scooted overhead like swarms 
of angry, stinging bees, the 
long yellow beaches churned 
with tanks, guns, men, and 
trucks, while the English 
Channel, as far as the eye 
could see, was dotted with a 
mighty armada of ships, 
ranging from huge battle- 
wagons through ungainly 
transports down to snub- 
nosed LSTs laden with 
troops. 

"It's worse than Times 
Square during rush hour," 
thought Chief Mate Henry 
B. Leitman, as he squared 
his legs against the choppy 
roll of the Channel and di- 
rected his glasses again to- 
ward the shore. He still 
hadn't got over the thrill of 
it all. That low coast ahead 
was Normandy; and those 
were American boys toiling 
feverishly to establish their 
baachhead before the Ger- 
mans came rolling back in 
counter-attack. 
It was D-day! 
Henry Leitman had been 
to sea since he was a boy 
of fourteen — he was only 
twenty-three now and one of 
the youngest mates in the 
Merchant Marine, with a 
master's license on the way 
— but he had never seen a 
sight like this before. 

"Mighty pretty picture, 
ain't it?" Leitman started, 
dropped his glasses from his 



eyes. The weatherbeatcn old 
captain of the Liberty ship 
had come noiselessly behind 
him. 

"Yes sir. If the Luftwaffe 
don't come out and break it 
up." 

The Captain squinted wor- 
riedly at the sky. "It'd be 
just too bad if an egg drop- 
ped on us, Henry. We're up 
to the hilt with munitions- 
nice, explosive shells. We'd 
sorta scatter a bit." 

"Plenty!" Leitman glued 
his binoculars to his eyes 
again, swept both sea and 
air. "Not much chance, 
though. Our planes 're mak- 
ing a swell umbrella." 

"Well, anyhow, we'll be 
landing our cargo in another 
hour." The Captain mopped 
his head with a large ban- 
danna. The day was sticky, 
damp. "Hey, what're you 

The young Chief Mate 
didn]t answer. for a moment. 
Then he said quietly: "I 
don't think we'll be landing 
in an hour, sir." 

It was the Captain's turn 
to stare. "What d'ye mean 
by that?" 

"There's a storm coming 
'up. Real gale proportions, I'd 

"Storm? Nonsense! I just 
looked at the glass. She's 
riding high." 

Leitman shook his head. 
"The Channel's smoothing 
out like oil slick, and the 
air's got a feel about it. May- 
be we ought to get a little 
sea room." 

The old Captain snorted. 
"You young fellers get to be 
too big for your britches. If 
they listened to me they 
wouldn't hand out stripes 



until a man's thirty and got 
a little sense. Storm, in- 
deed!" 

He stamped off in a huff. 
But a little later Leitman 
heard him bawling out or- 
ders to batten down the 
hatches — a gale was com- 
ing up fast, and look sharp 
to it! The young Chief Mate 
grinned, and called the bos'n. 
"Make everything shipshape, 
Ben. There's going to be a 
Wow." 

The bos'n jerked his 
thumb. "So the Cap'n jest 

said." 

a o * 

The storm broke upon 
them with overwhelming 
suddenness. The Channel 
whipped into a frenzy, the 
waves rose mountain-high, 
the deep black sky split into 
a hundred lightnings. 

The Captain shouted 
hoarsely: "We'd better 
weigh anchor, Mr. Leitman, 
and stand out from shore." 

"Right, sir." The young 
m£te issued his orders, the 
anchor creaked and the ship 
bounded off like a frightened 
deer. 

Out of the scud and thun- 
der loomed a blunt, ungainly 
shape. An LST, jammed 
with troops and guns. He 
opened bis mouth to cry the 
alarm, but the William Tyler 
Page shied like a racehorse 
and slid past the helpless, 
lunging landing craft. They 
shaved so close that Leit- 
man saw the staring, pallid 
faces of the crowded sol- 
diers, heard the sudden out- 
cries sharp against the gale. 

"The Old Man's a good 
sailor," said Leitman admir- 
ingly.„"But that LST's brok- 
en its rudder; I hope—" 
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There was a blinding flash 
in the semi-dark and a spout 
of water above the pounding 
waves. Then a huge concus- 
sion of sound that shouted 
down the storm. 

"Great God!" groaned 
Leitman- Before his horri- 
fied eyes the LST heaved 
and split in two. Black fig* 
ures tossed and flung into 
the boiling water. Heads 
bobbed, cried faintly, and 
were swallowed up. 

Leitman ran breathlessly 
toward the forward deck. 
Captain, slicker whipping 
around his solid form, was 
peering toward the commo- 
tion. "That LST we just 
grazed," reported the Chief 
Mate, "has struck a mine. It 
broke in half. We've got 
to—" 

A lookout yelled harsh 
warning. "Wreck on the 
Starboard. Ware away!" 

The Captain reached-swift- 
ly for the speaking tube. The 
ship shuddered, veered: and 
the bow of the shattered 
LST wallowed by and was 
gone. Youhg Leitman stared 
after it in horror. It was only 
half of a wreck — the for- 
ward end. Not a sign of life 
on its rain-swept deck; not a 
single man of the hundreds 
who seconds eariier had 
made its human cargo. But 
where was the stern? He 
leaned against the driving 
storm and searched the toss 
and we ter. Half a mile away,* 
and drifting rapidly from 
them, the grim hulk showed. 
Despairing figures silhouet- 
ted in the lightning flashes; 
faint cries for help punctu- 
ated the howling gale. 

"We've got to rescue those' 
poor devils, sir," Leitman 
said desperately. 

The Captain's face looked 
gaunt and old. He shook his 
head "No boat would live in 
a sea like this. I can't ask 
our men to take the chance." 

'Let me ask them, sir." 

The Captain stared at him. 
**Yoo mean — ?** 

"i mean 111 take a boat 



out. The men will follow me. 
Those are American soldiers 
out there — and human be- 
ings. They've a right to 
everything we can give 'em." 

The seas lifted mountain 
high, the wind howled and 
raged, the rain drove in a 
horizontal, solid wall. Leit- 
man fought for breath as he 
faced the lashing waters; it 
was like trying to swim up 
Niagara Falls. Down into 
deep Stygian troughs plung- 
ed the lifeboat; then, with 
express speed.it rushed what 
seemed miles high into the 
air. Perched trembling on a 
narrow knife-edge of foam- 
ing billow, it descended 
again with dizzying drop. 
Tons of mighty water flung 
in fury against the frail 
cockleshell, cascaded in dark 
green flood into the boat- 
The craft shuddered and be- 
gan to settle. 

Still clinging to the rud- 
der, Leitman seized a bucket 
and bailed furiously. 

For three hours they toil- 
ed and spun dizzily and met 
death in a thousand forms. 
For three hours they gave 
up all hope of finding the 
ship they had risked their 
lives to rescue; or even of 
saving themselves. 

Then, faint in the dark, 
sandwiched between two tre- 
mendous heights, Leitman 
caught a glimpse of a wal- 
lowing hulk. It pointed at a 
crazy angle, nose buried deep 
in the sea, shattered- end 
weaving a wild arc against 
the broken line of sky. A half 
dozen sodden men clung to 
the upper end, while huge 
seas burst foaming over 
them. They set up a hoarse, 
weak cry at the sight of the 
lifeboat. 

"Hold tight!" yelled Leit- 
man encouragingly. "We're 
coming." 

It was easy to say and 
hard to accomplish. Twice 
Leitman maneuvered his 
craft toward the sinking 
ship and threw a line. Once 
it fell short into the sea; the 



second time a soldier caught 
it and tried to make it fast. 
But it whipped out of his 
weakened grasp and almost 
pulled him into the gaping 

A third time Leitman pull- 
er I. his boat so close they al- 
most crashed. He stood in 
the bow, rope in hand, 
poised. With a mighty ef- 
fort he jumped for the 
wreck, tottered and almost 
fell. A soldier grabbed him 
and held. He righted him- 
selE, passed the rope around 
a jagged spar, made a tight 
knot. The two craft ground 
against each other, jerked 
away with the frantic pull of 

A rain-sodden soldier said 
joyfully: "We'd given our- 
selves up for lost. We've 
been praying." 

"So have we," said Leit- 
man grimly. 

The castaways were too 
weak to jump to the life- 
boat. Leitman lifted them 
one by one, waited as the 
boats plunged together with 
terrifying sound, passed 
them to eager arms below. 
Then he loosened the rope 
and jumped, staggered, 
righted himself. "Row!" he 
roared. "Put your backs into 
it." 

Not a moment too soon. 
The remnant of the LST 
shivered, lifted, and plunged 
beneath the waves; while 
the lifeboat started on its 
long and dangerous return 
to the mother ship with half 
a dozen men snatched from 
the very jaws of death. 

********************** 

DON WINSLOW 
READERS ATTENTION 1 

Thank you for your land- 
slide of answers in favor of 
WARRIORS - OF - THE - 
SEA Stories. 

Every issue will continue 
to feature a true and excit- 
ing saga of the seal 
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MILITARY SHORTHAND 


TERRAIN FEATURE-VEGETATION 




HEPGE 




SLOPE 




0RU5H 




FALLS * RAPIPS 




CONIFEROUS FOREST 




WELL 


WELL. 
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PECIPU0U5 FOREST 




WELL PERRICK 
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GRASSLAND 
MANGROVE 

ORCHARD or PLANTATION 


<- — i 


WINPMILL 
SUGAR CANE 
5WAMP F0RE5T 




iMANGROVE 1 

QOOO 
©GOO 




PALMS 




SWAMPor MARSH 




JUNGLE . 




TREE 





RICE FIELP 




TIPAL FLATS 




STUMP MNP 
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DAMAGE ASSESSMENT- BOMB PLOT 


single bomb certain 
with crater 


« 


ONE OR MORE BOMBS CERTAIN 
IN VICINITV OF dRRDWHEAP 


• 


SINGLE CERTAIN, 
NO CRATER 


• 


ONE OR MORE BOMBS PTO1BLE 
INVINCINrnfOFARROWHEAP 




SINGLE 0OJW0 PR09A81&, 
NO CRATER 


o 


AREA OF BURSTS 




THESE /WE THE OFFICIAL SYMBOLS USEP BY ALL BRANCHES OF THE 
U. S. ARMEP FORCES IN MA KINS MAPS, CHARTS, RECORPS, ETC. 
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H6RES WHERE THEY HAN 6^ , 
OUT/ BOY/ t'LL BE FAMOUS /J 
I LL BE THE TALK OP 
THE WATERFRONT ' 
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DID 1jmi KNOW.5 

-HAT "CROSSING TMK LINE/' the 5 ■ i 

HAZING CEREMONY GIVEN TO AN*v . 
.W EMBER OF A CREW CROSSING 
. THE -EQUATOR FOR THE REST- 
TIME, DATES BACK TO THE EARlY : 
ROMAN AND GREEK MARINERS. 
ON CROSSING THE EQUATOR, THE Y 
USED TO PAY TRl BUTE TO THE SOD 
OF THE SEA, NEPTUNE, WHOM THEY 
THOUGHT CONTROLLED THE ELEMENTS 
it WAS UNDER THE VIKINGS THAT 
THE CEREMONY WAS CHANGED TO 
TEST THE NOVICES. 
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o» MAW YOU!? OWN 




Heroes, Villains, Scenes, Animals, 
Strange Worlds, Whiz-Sang Action 
Made Easy by 
AMAZING NEW INVENTION! 

■2-' SYSTEM MAKES IT FUN! 



THE ,.2-5 
EASY SYSTEM 





I of being able to draw your own comics, to create 
trange worlds and funny animals, action- pa cited 
using yourself, your friends and your family ... all 
in full, brilliant comic colors! What's more you can actually 
ANIMATE your comics so that they actually SEEM TO MOVE 
. . . every page as exciting as the movies! It's so easy . . . newly- 
created system permit? you to draw just like counting 1, 2, 3!, 

NO ARTISTIC SKILL NECESSARY 
COMIC COPYER DOES IT ALL 

You don't need artistic trailing or special talent to draw thrilling, 
exciting comic adventures just as you see them in your favorite 
comic books and funnv sheets, drawn by highlv paid comic artists. 
Your MAKE-A-COMIC Kit is jam-packed with eaay-to-follow 
inStructions and illustrated guides that show you how to draw 
weird and familiar animals, funny and strange faces, fantastic 
scenery, birds, hands, hats and dozens of exciting comic features. 
Your friends and family will be amazed when you show them how 
quickly and easily you have mastered this fascinating art, will howl 
with laughter at the funny people and creatures, the 
dramatic action stories which you yourself have 
tou can even distribute your own comics' 
;Ong ynur friends, gain new respect and popularity 
for your unusual talents. 

BE THE FIRST IN 
YOUR NEIGHBORHOOD 

wait until your friends get a head 
in this fascinating hobby. Show them 
YOU can do. before they show you! 




SEND 
NO MONEY! I 



MAKO-A -COMIC Kit 



5th Av. Mdie, Mart ■ Adore 
ISO Nassau St. 

N. T. C. 7 
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Memories of Christmas Holiday scenes 

like this live forever 

if you record them in snapshots 

Snapshots keep big moments alive, All the gang 
will be glad you took your camera along. You'll 
have fun sharing the prints with your Friends. 
And snapshots are so easy to make. With many 
cameras of the famous Kodak line, you simply 
"load, aim, and shoot." Kodak Verichrome Film 
eliminates the guesswork. You press the button — 
it does the rest. Eastman Kodak Co., Rochester 4, 
New York. ^Sf^SE 




made on Kodak Verkh™ 
-in tho familiar yoilow i 





"Get Ms Handy 128 Page 

DAISY HANDBOOK 

Pronto, Partnetf"^^^ 





m>mmmm 


You'll ■■:■■<■ o comic book p/us a popu'ac 
-^7^- / ilory book p.'ui a morksmon- 


dip, elec'ric be!'. M'epnoM. dyna- 
JTT. J'":, n-o electric motor .o.ki., tele- 
W Z Jg.n. 


Doisy Al' Rile Cololeg — ALL conbi'ed .ntci 


boyhnoo-ho-to/d-rot, 


On£ '■ '-. pockel.«e, 128- 

pcce hondbaok. Ko™ you'll "iR^JBj 

enjoy reoding the Bed Kyder, "%S^ow« 


HfV -*e .por-vnons code-lrick. 

for your dog-cowboy clones 


VV^sa Buck Rogsrj comiestrips-page 
^\§L after page of rib-tickling iokes 
m > \, — what to do If you gel toil in 
the woo di— shooting at the moon! j\ • 
Showiyouhow'.o.nakeoKtne^ WM 
things-a butterfly kite, autogi.o, l[\ Of 


^ji^L,, mount ond saddle western style 


throwing sticks, a parachute, field 

■fi^'. 9U "' fi5hIn9 rod - ,eQthei y<w 

» ;ir» m it, 

inventions work— the magnet, t--</ji«>~. 
electro magnet, lelegroph, ^gSJT 


correctly- but why nol gel 
your own copy? There'ia limil- irnmaj 
ed supply, so hurry. Rush your coupon en- 
closing one thin dime 110c) and unused 3t 




■tamp direct lo Daisy. We'll mail your 
book postpaid! Satisfaction guar- 
anteed or money refunded. 



WOO SHOT 



MAIL COUPON TODAY! 




Heading the steadily increasing parade of Daily Air Rifles to Daisy Dealen it the world- famed 
Daisy RED RYDER CARBINE, designed by Fred Herman. America'! favorite cowboy car- 
toonist. This beautiful saddle carbine looks, fruit, handlea like a real Western rifle. Features: 
1C0O ahot, Lightning. Loader Carbine Ring, Leather Thong, Caibine Bands, Double Notch 

Sight, Pistol-Grip Stock. And renumber Daiiyi are being made and delivered to dealers 

as fait Bathe supply of maurials and labor permit. ,„«.,./, ,m..d,„w„ m ,h.i. 



Ha. uj-oinir iwo-sHor* 



(.Dept. 7,K.YM0UTH.M 
ije Daisy HANDBOOK tar • 



Street and Addt.t 



A- s#oor safe BtiDor/ m 

DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., 601 UNION ST., DEPT. 7, PLYMOUTH, MICH. 



